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than any thickly grown copse or spinney, where an enemy can
easily approach unseen.
Emanations of sympathy were not lacking from the vast,
smooth tree, with its upward-clutching branch-ends, though they
were of a different kind from those of that aged denizen of Dye's
Hole. They both knew well that after the heavy effort of getting
the boat back against the current to Alder Dyke, there would be
little chance for more than a few kisses before they separated for
their unknown future; and this made them loath to cease their
play. But the role the ash tree served was to bring to them in the
midst of their dalliance with incredible vividness the image of
their grandfather. Both of them saw clearly in their mind's eye the
well-known head of their grandfather, covered with thick curly
hair, "as white as wool," with his patient servants sitting in a
row on the red-leather dining-room chairs and with his life-weary,
King-of-Thule eyes in their hollow eye-sockets, lowered over the
page, as with his classic-actor's voice beautifully modulated to
the occasion, he intoned one of the poet Cowper's hymns.
The language of trees is even more remote from human intelli-
gence than the language of beasts or of birds. What to these lov-
ers, for instance, would the singular syllables "wuther-quotle-
glug" have signified?
"It is extraordinary that we should ever have met!" These
words, uttered by John in a moment of relaxed gratefulness,
struck the attention of that solitary ash tree in Water-ditch Field
with what in trees corresponds to human irony. Five times in its
life of a hundred and thirty years had the ash tree of Water-ditch
Field heard those words uttered by living organisms. An old
horse had uttered them in its own fashion when it rubbed its nose
against a young companion's polished flanks. An eccentric fisher-
man had uttered them addressing an exceptionally large chub
-which he had caught and killed. A mad clergyman had uttered
them about a gipsy girl who did not know of his existence. An
old maiden lady had uttered them to the spirit of her only lover,
dead fifty years before; and finally, but twelve months ago, Wil-
liam Crow himself had uttered them; uttered them in the grate-
ful, attentive and astonished ears of Mr. Geard of Glastonbury!
All this the ash tree noted; but its vegetative comment thereon